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TbcTragedie 

Haft, His grace lookes checrefuHy andfmooth todav 
Thcrcs lome conceit or other likes him well, 

When he doth bid good morrow with fuch a fpirit, 

I thinks there is ncucr a man in Chriftcndomc, 

That can leircr hide his loue or hate then he.* 

For by his face ftraight ihall you know his heart. 

Dcr, What of his heart perceiuc you in his face. 

By any likelihood he fliewed today? 

Haft. Marry, that wi th no man here he is offended. 

For if he v\ erc,he would haue (hewne it in his face. 

Dar.l pray God he benor,I fay. 

Enter (ft loft er, 

Glo.i pray you al!,what do they deferue 
That do confpirc my death with diuclliili plots 
Of damned witchcrafeand that haue preuaild 
Vpon my body with their helliih ebarmes ? 

Haft. The tender loue I beare your grace my Lord, 
Makes me mod forward in thisnobleprefcnce. 

To doorae the offenders whatfocuerthey be.: 

Ifay my Lord they haue defer ued death. 

</Vo.Then beyoureyes thew itneffeof this ill. 

See how I am bewitcht, behold minearme 
Is like a blaftcd fapling w ithered vp. 

This is that wife, that monftrous. witch) 

Conforted with that harlot ftrumpet<S’/Wr, 

That by their witchcrafts thus haue marked me. 

Haft . If they haue done this thing my graciour Lord. 

Glo.i f thou ProteSlor of this damned ftrumpet, 

Tel ft thou me of iffs? thou art a traitor. 

Offwith his head. Now by Saint Paul, 

Swill not dine to day Ifweare, 

Vntill I fee the fame, feme fee it done .• 

The reft that loue me, come and follow me. Exeunt, m*nit 

Haft. Wo, wo, for England, not. a whit for me# Ca,mth Haft 
For I too fond might haue preuented this 
Stanley did dreame the boarc did race his helmc, 

But 1 difdaind it, and did fcorne to flic. 

Three times to day my footecloth horfe did ftnmblc, 
4nd ftartled when he lookt vpon the Tower, 


of Richard the Third. 

As loth to beare me to the flaughter-houfe. 

Oh, now I want the Prieft that ipakc to me, 

1 now repent I told the Purftuant, , 

As twere triumphing at mine enemies. 

How they at Tow/ret bloodily were butch erd, 

And I my felfcfecure in grace and fauour ; 

Oh Margaret, Margaret : now thy heauiecurfe 
Islightencd on poorc Haftings wretched head; 

frft.Difpatch my Lord, the Duke would be at dinner s 
Make afliort (hrifc,he longs to fee your head. 

Haft . O momentary date of worldly men. 

Which we more hunt for, then for the gract ofheauen : 
Who builds his hopes in aire ofyour fairc-lookcs, 

Liues like a drunken Sayleron a mart, 

Ready with euery nod to tumble downe 
Into fatall bowels of the deepe. 

Come lcade meto the blocke, beare him my head. 

They fmilc at me, that fhortly iliall be dead. Exeunt. 

Enter ‘Duke of G left cr and Buckingham in armour* 
<7/s.Cotne coufen,canftthou quake Sc ehangc thy colour? 
Murther thy breath in middle ora word. 

And then begin againe and flop againe, 

As iftbou wert deftraught and mad with terror. 

Bac.T ut feare not me. 
lean counterfeit the deepe Tragedian, 

Speake,and looke back e, and prieon euery fide: 

Intending deepe fufpition,gaftly lookes 
Are at my feruice like inforoed fmilcs. 

And both are readie in their offices 
To grace my ftratagems. Entes Maior. 

Glo.Here conics the Maior. 

Buc.Let me alone to entertaine him. Lord Maior 
G&.Looke to the drawbridge there. 
ifw.The reafon we haue fent for you. 
Glo.fitejhjioucrlookcthe walles. 

^w.Harke, I hearca drumme. 

G/o.Looke backe.dcfend thce.here are enemies* 

Bhc . God aud our innocencie defend Vs, ** 

Qlo, 0, 0,bc quiet, it is 
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